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One 


Author's Notes: 


Shorter than intended, but | hope you like it! 
Angel 


Behind the blindfold, things are very different. 


Apparently, removing one sense doesn't actually sharpen the others; it just makes you pay much closer 
attention to the ones you have left. So his hearing isn't supernaturally intense, but he can hear the faint 
shuffle of bare feet on carpet, and his mind is filling in all sorts of little details. Where the feet are, how fast 


they're moving, and the man who is doing the walking is much clearer in his mind-- 


"Focus, Kai.” 


There's that, of course. He's normally the one who does as he damn well pleases, reaches out and takes 
whatever he wants. It's not effortless - he's worked damn hard over the years - but sometimes, sometimes.. 
he just needs to let it all go. 


Hence the blindfold, and the gag, and the safe word. 


Its not just about sex (no, really) but he'd be lying if he said sex wasn't part of it. It got to be too easy, after 
a while; if you wanted it, then it was there for the taking. Effortless, the thrust and the burst, the endless 
supply of breasts and legs and cunts (and arses, come to that). On the road, in the studio. Wherever and 


whenever. 


Which took all the fun out of it, somehow, nothing was forbidden, and you didn't really have to work for it any 
more. So there he'd been one night, drunk off his head on the bus they shared with the Helloween guys, 


between shows, complaining about the fact that once you got to be a rockstar, what was there to work for? 
"You want to work for it?" said Andi. 


He'd fallen silent. Henjo had, at that point, rolled his eyes and left the lounge to go to bed He was familiar with 
Kai's excesses, and wanted no more of it. He had an idea where this was going, and preferred a position of 
plausible deniability. Nothing to do with him if the boss got caught in a compromising position, and he'd been 
talking to the Helloween guys about their boss and, yeah. Time to clear out. 


Dirk followed him with a shake of his head, although his expression was kind. Kai needed something and if Andi 
could provide it? So much the better for the rest of them. 


"Work for it?" Kai had asked, suspicious. Andi sat back, quirked that sly little smirk, and cocked an eyebrow. 
"Yeah." 

"How?" 

So Andi had explained. Gone through the whole process, talked about consent and the giving of oneself to 
another, the safe space and the safe word, the.. intensification.. of experience. Someone had shown him how to 
achieve peace within himself, and now, now it was time to pay it forward. Extreme pressures, he said, need 


extreme relief. 


And so it had begun, the following night in a hotel somewhere in Eastern Europe. It had been a revelation, even 


though that night was positively mild compared to what they managed now. 


Out there? Out there he was the boss. Out there everyone did what he wanted, his way. 


In here it was different. He got to let it all go, and if he worked hard - really hard - and focused, well, then he 
got his reward. And what a reward it was, far beyond any expectations he'd ever entertained in the past. This 
wasn't just a fuck; it wasn't just bodies, it was body and mind and spirit, all rolled into one glorious whole of an 
experience that left him limp with relief. 


Of course, their schedules rarely synchronised. So when they did get the chance, they tended to make the 
most of it. 


He drew in a breath through his nose (the tang of cigar smoke, slightly musty carpet, clean towels), shifted on 
his heels, and centred his attention. The rug scratched at his knees, and he listened as hard as he could; he'd 


been told to be still, and that's what he was going to do. 


(Although the years hadn't been kind to his knees, he swallowed the ache without complaint. That was what he 
did, now.) 


The first stripe across his shoulders would, back in the days when this began, have made him flinch. Now, he 


doesn't move. Another, and he swallows, but apart from the convulsive twitch of his throat not a muscle stirs. 
"Good," croons Andi, and strokes up his naked back with the end of the whip. Kai smoothes his breathing, waits. 
Nothing for nothing. He must submit, he must do as he is bid, and he will get his reward. 


Soft hands smooth across his back, a slight sting on the places where the whip has bitten at his flesh; the 
stroke is followed by a light rake of nails, the sharpness bringing more sensation to his abused skin. He's hard 
as a rock, the ring around the base of his cock enough to beat back his impending orgasm until Master is good 
and ready to let him come. He wouldn't have it any other way. Not now. 


"On the bed," says Master softly, and Kai thinks about this for a second. For once, his hands aren't chained 
together behind his back; on the one hand, this will make crawling across to the bed much, much easier than 


just shuffling on his knees. On the other hand, he's blindfolded. 


It's a test. From the moment he entered this room he is supposed to concentrate, and that includes 
memorising the layout with a single glance. The first time Andi played this particular game with him he 
became so frustrated he wept; he's more familiar with it now, and if it weren't for the gag stretching his lips 
immobile he'd grin. 


There's a chair in front of him, and he knows it hasn't been moved. If he turns left, touches the chair with his 
right shoulder, it's about two metres to the foot of the bed, at which point he can crawl up and over the 
footboard-- 


"Now," snaps Master's voice, and he begins to move. Precision is all, and he makes the memorised sequence 


look as easy as though he can see everything. Master chuckles, and Kai knows he's done well, 


He remains still on the bed, on his hands and knees, and waits for the next instruction. 


I's the anticipation he loves as much as anything else, the whole evening is a choreographed dance, one 
movement that segues into another, the outward grace belying the effort that goes into each and every 
element. He smoothes his breathing, waits in perfect balance for the next order, the next movement in the 


dance to begin. 
"Up," says Master, and he straightens, hands on his thighs. "Good. Prepare yourself 


Ah, now we're getting somewhere. They always set the bedside table up the same way, so he knows where all 
the supplies are; he takes lube and spreads it across his fingers, arches his back to reach himself and begin 
the process. He can hear Master's breathing, closer now, between his own hissed gasps; he sways like seaweed 


in a current, and if he could he would smile. 


When a hand strokes across his cheek he nuzzles against it, grins when the gag is released and his head is 
pushed down. This is part of his reward, he knows, and if he does a good job he'll get his release. He has to 
keep going, readying himself and the stimulus is killing him; it's so hard not to explode while he has so much 
sensation on his tongue and his throat and in his ass and oh, the fire races along every nerve and he's going 


to come-- 


He's pushed back with a snarl, and before he can so much as whimper Master is on him, one hand twisted in 
his hair and face pushed down into the pillow. He's taken hard, forced down and fucked and then oh God, teeth 
grab his shoulder and bite down with a savagery that whites out his vision with glorious pain. Master's free 

hand clamps over his nose and mouth and for a bare instant he can't breathe; his mind spins with the lack of 


oxygen, and the whoop of breath when the palm is dragged away lights every nerve end just that little bit 
brighter. 


"Scream," hisses a voice in his ear, and he does; he's fucked hard and feels Master's breath hitch, stutter and 
knows that he's close-- 


The ring is released from around his cock a bare moment before he feels Master come in his ass. The sound 

he makes then is inhuman, hours of careful buildup (and days of anticipation, let's not forget that) burst out 

of him all at once, the glory and the joy in one overwhelming slam of passionate agony. 

He sees visions. Blazing suns and crash of moons into planets and colours and sounds and it's a roar, a scream, 
a landslide of everything that's built up over the hours and days and weeks.. and then it's over. Fade to black, 

sink into into extinction.end. 


It's the coolness of a damp cloth that brings him round, and he grunts at the sting of it across his back. 


Andis voice is amused, and a little slurred with exhaustion 


"Welcome back," he says with a little chuckle, "thought | might have really lost you this time. You OK?" 
Kai, after several attempts with limbs turned to rubber, flips onto his back, and regards Master solemnly. 


"Thank you," he murmurs, and Andis smile is the most beautiful thing he's ever seen. His angel; the one who 


saw the demons in his darkness, and kills them with his light. 


"Go to sleep, idiot," says Andi with a wink. Safe in the knowledge that nothing can touch him here, he falls into 
the future untroubled. 


pope Fin Pa 


